4                   MARY STUART.             ACT L

And shape to service godlike.    None of you
But this day strikes out of the scroll of death
And writes apart immortal; what we would,
That have we ; what our fathers, brethren, peers,
Bled and beheld not, died and might not win,
That may we see, touch, handle, hold it fast,
May take to bind our brows with.   By my life,
I think none ever had such hap alive
As ours upon whose plighted lives are set
The whole good hap and evil of the state
And of the Church of God and world of men
And fortune of all crowns and cieeds that hang
Now on the creed and crown of this our land,
To bring forth fruit tp our resolve, and bear
What sons to time it please us; whose mere will
Is father of the future,

Tflney,                       Have you said ?

Bdbingion, I cannot say too much of so much godd.

Tttney. Say nothing then a little, and hear one

while:

Your talk struts high and swaggers loud for joy,
And safely may perchance, or may'not, here ;
But why to-day we know not

Babington.                            No, I swear,

Ye know not yet, no man of us but one,
N<3 man on earth; one woman knows, and I,
I that best know her the best begot of man
And noblest; no king born so kingly-souled,
Nor served of such brave servants,

Tichborne.                       ,              What, as we?